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‘Ugh, this shit's cold. Marty whined as he sank down into the less than lukewarm water of the swimming pool. 


The band was staying at another fancy hotel that they'd forget the name of the minute they climbed on the 
plane back to America. But for the night, it offered a place to stay. Marty winced when he descended deeper 


into the soft waves, glaring daggers at Dave who just sneered teasingly back at him. 


It had been Dave's idea that they'd take a night time dip, just the two of them. The darkness hung heavy 
around them, the only light that of the fluorescent underwater pool lamps but even that was dim and distant. 
It gave a blueish hue to their surroundings, coloured Dave's long wet sunset curls almost purple as they 
swirled in the water. The vision fascinated Marty, all that expanse of pale milky white skin on display. When you 
got close enough, you could also make out the soft spill of freckles scattered across the bridge of Dave's nose 


as well as his cheeks. All credit due to the South American sun. 


As his body got used to the less than moderate water temperature, it just wasn't as preheated as he'd liked 
for it to be, Marty allowed himself to float about. The moved slowly closer to Dave, who kept the same 


knowing, seductive sneer in place. 


The guitarist couldn't be sure, but he felt as if ever since he joined Megadeth about a year ago, Dave has 
been singling him out. He'd been putting more and more attention on him, and more often than not he'd find 
that they were the only ones left to hang out. He hadn't questioned it to begin with, he'd simply deduced it to 
them being guitarists and their getting along well. 


That was, until Dave started flirting with him. Touching him, murmuring close to his ear. All suggestive talk, 
and Marty found himself falling for it. He wasn't into men, he knew he didn't swing that way, but Dave seemed 
so alluring it was damn near impossible resisting any advances. He'd known tonight would be no different, and he 


also knew that had he really wanted to, he would have declined the invite. He hadn't. 
‘Didn't know shit could be cold, is that another one of those whacky Jap inventions you're creaming over...?' 


Marty felt his body tingle at the sound of Dave's tone, not mocking, but playful. It drew him in, made him 
crave more of this side of Dave. The sensual seducer. That's why, when they found themselves face to face, 
Dave's big hand almost possessively splayed across the small of his back, Marty submitted. Submitted to the 
unknown, submitted to the predator who had been patiently chasing him for so long. And he knew Dave could 
tell, when those big hands shifted and both slid up his back, one going into his wet curls to tangle them around 


long fingers. 


Dave's lips were full and pink, they appeared rather delectable. Inviting, and in spite of himself Marty found he 
wanted to kiss them. To know whether they would taste as sweet as they seemed, as delicious as they looked. 
The redhead seemed to notice his fascination, because he made the first move. Their lips met and molded, and 
it sent shudders throughout Marty's body, all the way into his fingertips, and toes. The smaller man's own 
hands came up, grasping the slick skin of Dave's pale shoulder blades. Their bodies flush against each other, 
friction and hunger all that mattered. Damn the consequences, thought Marty. Damned be any reason. 


The kiss was one of need, lustful and delirious. Delicacy and exploration had no place here, instead there was 
only roughness. Teeth clashing, tongues duelling. Marty noted that Dave tasted mostly of nicotine, and 
something sweet that he was desperate to devour, that made him crave more almost like a drug. Dave pulled 
him closer to his body, and he felt the perked hard nubs that were Dave's nipples poking his chest. He felt 
something else too below the surface, hard and throbbing and hot, yearning for attention. But the heady buzz 
of the kiss itself was enough to keep them both occupied, even as Marty acknowledged his own cock was 


swelling accordingly. 


When they finally broke apart, chest heaving for breath, Marty paid attention to Dave's swollen crimson lips 
again The redhead licked them slowly, purposely drawing Marty's eyes in. Then they turned into the infamous 
Mustaine sneer, pearly white teeth catching the full bottom lip. 


They shifted, as Dave backed the smaller man up against the pool edge, the water lower here. The cool breeze 
made the brunette shudder, goose pimples breaking out along his wet skin. The anticipation sent the occasional 
shiver through his limbs, as he kept his head tipped backwards. Eyes fixed on the other man's handsome face, 
fixed on the luminous hazel brown eyes. Perplexed by the amusement radiating off of Dave's features. Their 
bodies were still pressed together, Dave's hands now resting right above his ass, fingertips dipping beneath the 
hem of Marty's swimming trunks. 


‘Get up on the edge. Trust me, Dave whispered as he leaned in close to Marty's ear, his voice a husky purr. 


Marty knew people would warn him, would warn the entire band, not to trust Dave. He could be coy and 

manipulative, in his quest for fame to best Metallica. But this didn't concern Metallica, this was about the two 
of them. Nodding his head, the brunette put his hands on the slippery edge, Dave's hands helping to coax him 
upwards until he sat perched on the edge as Dave had requested. The guitarist blushed, noticing how his hard 
cock was awkwardly tenting the front of his swim wear. Dave simply chuckled, ogling him in a near possessive 


manner. His expression could best have been described as wanton. 


The redhead said nothing as he moved closer again, and Marty placed his hands on his broad shoulders, running 
them along the damp skin and up the sides of Dave's long neck. He allowed his fingers to disappear in wet 
strawberry blonde curls, massaged the scalp with his fingertips. He watched in awe as the other man's eyes 
fluttered shut, a groan escaping red quivering lips. Marty memorized that vision, took a mental note in favour 


of future possible uses. A mental still of Dave's needy, flushed features captured by the power of desire. 


But the guitarist was taken aback when suddenly one of Dave's hands shot out, pressing against his abdomen 
and pushing him backwards. Losing his balance, Marty grabbed for Dave's hair, and narrowly avoided slamming 
his head into the pavement. The guttural growl as he tugged at Dave's hair unexpectedly still rang in his ears, 
but as he picked his head up, he found Dave's face mere inches from the bulge at his crotch. His own hands 
were still fisting the red mane, but the look on Dave's face was different. Not angry, nor was it superior. 


Instead, he came off as almost submissive. A strange expression for him. 


Marty didn't catch on initially, didn't realize the meaning when Dave gave a short, curt nod. It wasn't until 
Dave's long, skillful fingers reached for the hem of his trunks again that it hit him. The flush once more 
flooded his cheeks, making them burn red hot, as Dave inch by inch exposed his belly, his hips and lastly his 
groin His dick bounced out on cue, pointing upwards as a tiny glob of fluid dotted the slit in the head. It was 
swollen and more than ready. Marty's breath hitched, overwhelmed. 


Dave shifted then, his huge hands encompassing the brunette delicate hips and pinning them firmly to the 
ground. Marty waited eagerly, anticipation getting the best of him, and watched with hooded eyes as the 
redhead dipped his head, pressing soft wet kisses to the sensitive skin of his lower belly. Each one made the 
tan flesh hum with a pleasant buzz, the sensation somehow digging itself under his skin. The pecks fell like rain, 
soft and slick as they moved further down all the while. Dave didn't stop until his nose brushed through 
almost black pubes. Marty's dick was left completely neglected, except for the occasional sensuous slide of long 


damp curls. 


Then one of those big hands grasped the shaft, holding it firmly as Dave raised his head, once again licking his 
lips and sending the smaller man a second amused glance. Marty knew then what Dave was planning, surprised 
but intrigued to have this experience bestowed upon him by none other than Dave. The redhead picked his 
head up, gaped and allowed the head of that twitching, burning hot rod to fill his mouth. Marty whimpered in 
response as Dave's warm wet mouth engulfed him, his eyes falling momentarily shut as he lost himself in the 
sensation He felt each tiny moment, from the way Dave's tongue lapped greedily at the leaking slit, to the way 
Dave's cheeks hollowed when he suckled. Spasms went through the guitarists lower body, made his hips jerk 
and stutter but to no avail, still pinned down and incapacitated. 


Dave made a noise that must have been a chuckle, and when the brunette opened his eyes, the taller man 
locked them with his own hungry orbs. Then he began to descend, their gaze not once broken. Inch by inch, 
Marty watched himself disappeared as he was swallowed to the root. He felt the head of his cock passing the 
ring and down Dave's throat, he saw the flush on the redheads face, paid attention to how his eyes watered as 
his breath was momentarily cut off. Dave's lips pressed against the base, and then the redhead sucked hard, 
swallowing. 


Marty thought he might die. Sure, he'd received head before, but nothing like this. Never so smooth, so spot 
on, so slick. Feeling the thick strawberry blonde curls brushing and tickling the exposed flesh of his hips as 
Dave slowly raised his head and slid upwards, Marty knew what to anticipate. When the other man reached the 
head, he knew the drop would come. He knew he would once again he sheathed down Dave's throat. Still he 
wasn't prepared, his hips attempting to snap upwards and he would have cried out had he not slammed his 
hand over his mouth to instinctively muffle any pleasure noises. 


Then it happened again. And again. Dave was picking up his pace, bobbing his head up and down as saliva and 
precum mingled to make the movements slick and slippery. Marty felt his toes curling, hooking his legs over 
Dave's shoulders in an attempt to press him closer. To make him take the length deeper. Each time he was 
fully engulfed, the redhead would swallow. Each time, it made Marty's body jolt. Each time, it made him bite 


down on his lips to stifle any additional moans. 


It all sped up into a steadily building crescendo, and somewhere lost in the haze of mind blowing pleasure, 
Marty noticed one of Dave's hands had left his hips. It had dropped into the water, the hand out of Marty's 
sight but with the way Dave's arm was frantically moving, it was easy to tell what it was occupied with. The 
fact that Dave was blatantly getting off on giving him head made the brunette's orgasm rocket closer, and he 
forced himself to watch the motion. Watch how Dave's eyes were now shut, feel how every moan transformed 
into a hum that sent steady vibrations through the smaller man's own cock. Marty used the hand still tangled 
in Dave's mane to force Dave to move faster, his hips more free now as he fucked Dave's mouth right back. 
The redhead didn't choke or protest, but simply matched the movements skillfully. Willingly. One stroke. Two. 
Three. 


And it was over, Marty pushing his head backwards while his back arched up off the pavement beneath him. 
Dave took the cue and kept the throbbing, twitching cock buried down his throat, swallowing one last time 
before Marty shot off. Any fluid disappeared as the redhead drank it all, like a man dying of thirst. Ate it as if 


he'd been starving for that particular meal. There was nothing left when Dave popped his mouth off, Marty's 
spent, softening dick slipping from his sore, swollen lips. 


